Nor wilt Thou relinquish at last
A sinner so signally lov'd.

In our lodgings at Pimlico I came across a piece of verse
which exercised a lasting influence on my taste. It was called
'The Cameronian's Dream', and it had been written by a certain
James Hyslop,3 a schoolmaster on a man-of-war. I do not
know how it came into my possession, but I remember it was
adorned by an extremely dim and ill-executed wood-cut of a
lake surrounded by mountains, with tombstones in the fore-
ground. This lugubrious frontispiece positively fascinated rne,
and lent a further gloomy charm to the ballad itself. It was in
this copy of mediocre verses that the sense of romance first
appealed to me, the kind of nature-romance which is connected
with hills, and lakes, and the picturesque costumes of old times.
The following stanza, for instance, brought a revelation to me:

'Twas a dream of those ages of darkness and blood,
When the minister's home was the mountain and wood;
When in Wellwood's dark valley the standard of Zion,
All bloody and torn, 'mong the heather was lying.

I persuaded my Mother to explain to me what it was all
about, and she told me of the affliction of the Scottish saints,
their flight to the waters and the wilderness, their cruel murder
while they were singing 'their last song to the God of Salva-
tion'. I was greatly fired, and the following stanza, in particular,
reached my ideal of the Sublime:

The muskets were flashing, the blue swords were gleaming,
The helmets were cleft, and the red blood was streaming,
The heavens grew dark, and the thunder was rolling,
When in Wellwood's dark muirlands the mighty were falling.

Twenty years later I met with the only other person whom I
have ever encountered who had ever heard of 'The Camer-
onian's Dream'. This was Robert Louis Stevenson,4 who had
been greatly struck by it when he was about my age. Probably
the same ephemeral edition of it reached, at the same time,-
each of our pious households.
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